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O far in Mr. De Wolf Hopper's musl-

cal entertainments he has beéen abénd

of hls materful. In the art of gruee-
ful fooling ba fs n suggestive and Intelllzl-
ble giant, who isn't called upon to put
forth the full measure of his own posal-
bititles.

I suppose he has raked the earth for a
libretto that would ba worthy of lLim and
the ciptivating sprite, hls wife, and “El
Caplinn’” marks the Hmir of musteal fan in
onr bookmakers. It Is nut up 1o high-water
mark. It Is got up to Mr, D¢ Wolf Hop-
per's maerk, The marrlige of musle and
werrknent s llke a marrlage of an Fog-
Ush clown to ¢ Freneh cocotte by an Alder-
man wio 8 in a4 hurry' ta get 1o & chowdes
party. Mr. Sonsa's  clamoronus aod bamil-
muster hang dors not weld edstly with tho
femitine toxt, The p‘«x_—%a@_uf Telodyis e
crished perfuine, crughed by the orohestra.
Humer of the fantasy order ls not marial

One dces not ponnd fokes out. of & drum or |
AT Y

Whenever & librettist of the ap:-to-date
order furnlghes what be thinks 18 the metal
of a librettp, the bandmaster comes along
| with hls bammer and beats It into gold tin-
l'sel. Tha moment he does, clang takes the
plage of Intelligiblity. Eversbody wants to
kubw what the chorus is singiag about, hut
the oreliestm takes good care that nothlng
| Lt the rhythms and the common chomis

| aball pe teard.

Itls i gala day. wnd everrbody I8 mirch-
Ing up Vrosdway when Sousa lends the
procssston.  Merriment, which ought to be
& gambol., betoties i march, sl Ml De
Waolf Hoppper, who generally hns some-
thing (& say pnd knows exactly how (o
sy A beodtues o gyeatiog drum wnjor

I - librettist is capableiof writing lyrios’
(thnt mean somethife, there-ought to he &
Committan of Snfely presont at every set-
ting of aun opera to hm.l e blows of

opera. For, as I have gald, If yon wish to
imow what It all I8 about you must shut
up your wonnded ears and take to studying
the words that the orchestra has trampled
under lts feet.

Now, consider Das Wolf Hopper a mao-
ment. He is the privileged Interlocutor of
the play groond. Whether he sings or talks
or tumbles, he Is qulte sufflcient If 1ha
band will not mufMe him, He ls one of tha
few comedlans whose talent runs nll ({ha
way down hlis legs without ever leaving
his wolce, Nobody who fools In numbers
has pregerved sveh a masculine longltude
#nd such /& boy's gayety. Only give him
the chanee to ba heard and understood, and
ha will transiate the feebleness of Itern-
ture Into the abaplute fun of manner. Ha
knows how to enunciate the: vernscular.
How few comie opera singers dol He
noaver forgets his vowels; he never ahunses
his consonants. And even Alfred Ayres
knows that he does not play hunt the slip-
poer with his emphaals,

Very often In the jargon of theae operns
the humor, the satire, the application of
the toaxt hides In & word, a rhyme or
phrose, #nd elndes the perfanctory dnffer,
But how easlly Pa Wolf Hopper bunts 1t
out, trota It np and down and then fllngs
it between the eyes of the dunllest com-
prebension I you only give them the
chance.

“Bl Capltan” would haye been a much
more Intelllgible fantnsy if Mr. Soupea had
not trled with martial preciseness to mnke
it keep step to opera forms. Tts hook is
extravagrnza, lts score I8 opers. A great
deal of that which conveys nesded lnfor-
matipn to the llsteners Is lost by sloglng
It In'n sworl of brasa. But what we loge
in Intelligibllity we galn In momentnm.
The whola entertalnment moves por sal-
tum, as If the leader’s baton were a4 vault-
ing pole; or, to speak more correctiy, as If
he were m lightning conductor and the
French Horn wers the dynamo, There are
soma gleams of Idyllle Inferest In the num-
hers, but the cornet scorches so we can't
eatch up with them, The leader of the
hand hns & pet theory that opera with love
1o it Is lke & Hamburg steak, and hus to
be benten to make It tender.

All this'fixes “El Capltnn’s"” merlt In en-
somble, When the processlon has passed
we don't remember anythlng but the pro-
cegslon, but we are still kesplng time with
our feet. There have been sprites flonting
In dainty gossimer. Bluehottied nymphs,
with - Indistinguishabls utferances, bave
buzzed In and out. Round-linibed glrls
have eome and gone at the beck of the
clurlonet, sandalled feet have pattered and
vanlahad, winsome faces have swirled In
vortices, spon mnd sped away, and thero
remnlins nothing but the rhythmie thud of
Sonsa's marching squadron.

You ees how Impossibla [t Is for a rons-
ing band master to be dreamiful and over
come us llke o summer clond by firing o
war rockets, We have, so to speak, to
put Mr. Bousa In the gunrdhouse n fow
maments and tall him that madrigels do not
boom—It ls only nominations. Sentlment
does not explods. Badinage 18 not bravura,
and merriment in fleghings a8 pot martial,

If we could only enjoy through our eyes
this menn, with the jelllad Hopper In the
centre a la bBourdelals, while the band wns
kept in an adjacent gallery s they keep

' It at the swell cafes, to wreath softly nf n

gafe distance through a spleed stmosphere
how full wonld become our gusto. The
&re Ia completely won *ly “Fil Capitan,”
at the very start, as It always Is when
youth and comellness get into the centre of
nirr nothingoesses and furnish the phan-
tasmagorin of Jollity. One sees that special
sprite, Mra. De Wolf Hopper, fluttering al-
ways perilously mear the flameiof De Wolf
Hopper himself, without belng consumed,
One has ‘an freesistible impulse to take n
palr of sughr tongs and gave har.

But presently one sees that It la her mis-
elon to flt Inextinguishably with a child's
freshiess—to fltitter with the burble of n
bobollnk aad the ubandonment of a hutter
fiy through all the labarynthing mnzes of
“El Capltan' without belng scorched by
Hopper or crushed by Sonsa. But even
Sonsa knowa, perhaps, that you enn'L
smash a fragrance with a trip hammer. De
Koven hos tried 1o,

Even In the Wagner school therels among
the composers o atrong Inellnntion to leave
the pounding to be done'by the erltics.

Uy Y a

And, speaking of fragrance, when the
Hlaca are growing I the dooryard, we don't
do onr scorching at the theatre, but under
the stars. We go to the theatre to dream.
De Wolf Hopper has carte blanche to fur-
nish o summer sedative; e can take all
the colors of fhe rainbow; all the limbs of
the Mohammaodnn Paradise, all the odors
of Cathany and nll the tones of the sium-
mer woolls, If he will only stand In the
centre and tell op with b8 unmisthkyhle
volee what it Is 'nll #bout, for éven In sum-
mer dreama thers mupst be Intelllgibility. To
gee e Waolf Hopper In the centre of his
corybante wrestling with Sousa to do this,
fs apt to wake ns up.

Of course, If comic opera s destined to
follow in the track of our monthly maga-
zines, and we are to look at tho pletures
and pay no attentlon to the text, 1 don't
krow @ny publication’ that will flush the
eve lke Hopper's, His cliorns 1§ vernal
Ope dovs Nke a crlsp salad chobus st this
time of year. Your putumnal beyy, with
museles {n [ts necks enrefully palnted out
and Its ﬂph rin 4l o adipose and reposp
i& ke having corned beef served with may-
onnalse snuse ar the seashore. 1

Die Wolt Hoppor's ehorns Is always like
the first dish of sfrawberries. Did yon
erer noiles the inspiratlon, the gest, with
whieh he hugs his own chorus. I easnot
imagine any more recuperative’ nefientlis
for a blass man than to go and see De Wolf
Huopper'love himseéll In hls own cliorus,

It 1s. the saving mnscaline clhuse In the
feminlme fantasy, always a suggestion of
virllity In the centre of thestage, Brandby,
when Sousa gets at If, and the dellrlam he-
gins, one gets o confsed pleture of fying
(Hmibs, en meshed, shootlng black stofkings
beatihg themselves to deith bzalydl copvo-
lutlons of skirts, Inextricable white arms
fnyolved ke cosmic macaroni, piring mists
plpk end symmatrieal sticking out all

“sqund. T euspect

le sand

Hke ghpete of raln with something

tra and trying to tell us what it means, an
If we any longer cared.

Some dsy when the sprite and thenymphs
and all the pulsing hyphotlsm of it are
safely oot of rench, 1 will réad the book,
and then Twill tall ‘vou.

NTM CORINKLIL

A (hat with
Miss (oghlan.

Iuw Rose Coghlan st the Metropollitan

drinking in the sound—nothing elsa,

'pon. wiy honor. T hove naver geen
her, look Dhetter, snd ‘she 'wius echarim-
Ingly dressed. As Miss Coghlan, hovw-
over, hns forty-seven {runks of clothes
stored away for futnrs reference, there
13 ‘no regson on enrth whr she ghouldn't
shine sartorlally. 1 had a long talk with
thls actress, who was engaged In showing
people low to enjof promenade conceris
erncefully,

“I feel happler than I have dons for =
long time’ (no wonder ghe looked so well),
“hecause I helleve that I lave at lakt se-
eured a winver in Max O'Rell's new play.
What a gnmble 1t all Ia! YWhit a specn-
Intlonl  We rush Into blg productlons It
eritlly blindfolded, and we nover know une
fil afterward where we are. Tho bandages
are removed, and—perhaps we have won,
perhaps we have lost.

“Look at my productlon of Diplomacy.”
It was the cotisenzns of oplnion among
managers, In the Summer of 1802, when I
eontemplated making this revivel, that I
should lose beavlly In every way. Thoo-
dore Moss was the only man, I think, who
enconraged us., ‘Get a good cast, Rose,’
sald he, ‘and “Diplomacy” will go.” Yom
rememhbor the resnlt.  We packed the Btar
Thentre for weeks, and onr business every-
where avernged ahout $0.000 & wesk,”

I'hnte pecple to tell me thelr recelpts, be-
‘cansa I never bellave them. I can't halp Ik
Credullty 1s fot one of my polnta, I sup-
pose 1 loaked all this, for Misg Coghlan hur-
ried nwny from the subject.

"O'Ito;g]'s new play nppealed to me at
onee,” she continued, *so far as the story
goes. The play complate, T have not yat
rend, T have falth In It, becanse Max I
such a splenilld entertalner, and his flow
of language I8 80 bewllderingly amusing.
The Ineldents he has used in thla play hap-
pened In renl lfe. They deal with Bo-
bemlan swelldom In Parls, and If Max
O'Itell doesn’t know all about that, pray
tell me wao does?"

Miss Coghlan didn’t really wont to kuow,
a0 I refrafned from mentlonlng a, few
nnmes tlint werd ‘on my lipw.

“The hero and herolne," she resnmed,
“wliI' ba n sort of Helnlse and Abelard—
two artlsts who are devoled to one another,
and who live only for themselves. Their
friends are leglon, but belong only to thelr
own enlling. The hushand becomes sud-
denly rich, and|from that tlme on there Is
trouble, Thers are some blg dramntle
scefien, and one real sensatlon. Don't
imnglne for & moment that I am golng to
e more expliclt. I'm not, I assure you, It
Is tather dnngerons to be too expllcie, don't
vou know. I wlil say that the play ends
Lapplly, asfl that the story points an ob-
vious moral.™

I'longed to nsk Miss Coghlan a few ques-
tions about her clothes, because I hava al-
ways been exceedingly Interested In them.
I have gnen ler wenr two dresses In one
act, and have felt uncomforfable when she
didn’t. Howeves, I lrcked the courage
necessary to lnunch Miss Coghlan on the
sea of millinery talk, and merely snggested
that the question of costume must be an
expensive otie for her. A

ghe pgreed with me. T was amused,”
she sald, "at something yon wrote when
you eriticized my productton of “Madame.'
I can't recall the exact words, but
I remember you expressed satlsfaction
nt not secelng a llne on the pro-
gromme qdvertising the name of the
firm that bnd made my gowna Asx a
matrer of ‘fuet, I deslgned them all my-
Belf, and they were pindes In my hoose,
under my personal 'dircetion. I never wear
drestes dsdd In one play for ancther, and
the coteequence Iy that T own n wardrobe
that wonld appall yon,'"

Misa Coghlan smiled at tha dulest souve-
nirs thus.evoked, and I allowed her to cons
tinue her promennde on the fnithful arm of
ler husband, John ;I‘. _Sulliwu:.

I onn't belleve t.hn't Denman Thompson
had very much ta do with “The Sinshine of
Paradize Allay" now eurreit at thé Foup-
teenth Street Thentre, JIis name nppenrs
on the programme 'as conuthor with
George Ryern 1 piefer to place all tha
blame on the shoniders of that gentleman,
whom T den't know. Mr. Thompgon, whom
T do know, ‘must surely be lhtocent as o
lomb,

The trouble with the play s that 1t has
no story worth telllng sand nothing to
Justify Its presentation byt gome electrieal
effects, which we saw much mers coavine.
ingly at the Star Theatry o couple of
| spasons ago. It Is Impossible  to feel an
Interest In Parudise Alley, Jjust because [t
unppens to be Phradlie Alley. I enjoy n
slugymy pliy eceasicually, DUE It must be
cither founy or vivld Ifs types must be
antsing (we pan forglve dnything If we are
amused), or they must polnt some morm
any express some tyurh.

In tHlw lntest alley-dromi thers 1s nio ats
fempt at anything of the sort. The people
tilk ‘glang ‘and diess grimlly, but nothing
they (o of say canses & lnugh, and they give
i no entertnining fnsight (nto the [ife af
the reglon ther affect, Harrlgan, carien-
tured and brosdened; “Chimmie Fadden’
nmused ang suggestod; “The Sunshine of
Parudise Alley™ thrusts ihe s‘lmms In onr
filros, and lesves-ug pinpted’ there, as tiie
Fredeh . sny. g

Then ponte of the types predel, and thore
15 wothing more i) (han preaclhesa.
The elever diamatlst allows his charaoters
to act' tho lesgong that he decms It desir-
able to teach.,  The clunisy one allows them
to talk, ‘That is why I don’t beligve that

Tienmnn Thompson had mueh to. do with

el

e hand of the blacksmith, of

teenth Street Thentre play It ls
the plumber that wa see,

The cheap stroggle for effect by meany of the prayer of the
1ittle chlldren decelved nobody. It was all so absurdly obvious
~the prayer, the firellght, the snowstorm, nnd the slow mule.
The playwright who depends Upon such methods ns these Is
Irrititing and behind the times.  If Mr. Ryer has ever visited
Parndise  Alley, which 1 don't hetieve, he must have gone ther
with his eyes shut, or he would have found some maore eliaraoce
teristic incldents to portray tlan thoee to which e s intro
dueed ng.  Atmosphere ls what he lacked.  His seiles ol
pletures might have heen arranged on o tologgan at Coney
Island, or on tlis plaz#ga of some Summer otel,

Harpigan made a study of low Hife. and he discovered n great
deal that we never knew befora. Harrlgan was the Dickens,
the New York slums, and thongh he carleatured nnd sxagger-
ated, and snorifleed a great deal of truth (to entertgimment, thore
was n gentlment of veriClly In - everythipg tlidt 'be gave us,
Hyveryboldy felt that he knew  the reglons 'that he pletired, not
from Dbooks and newspapers, but from personsal knowledge di-
rectly moguived.

The stumg Will never be popular agafn ontll Harrlgan returne
to us, aud he apparently feels that he bas gone as faor as he
can go. e need fear no vivaley. Harrlgnn devoted a [Ifottma
to one subject; and nobody.elge has done #s niuch, e bednme
diseotirnged and he left na.  It'ls ldle for other liss experienced
people to dally with the slum play. We waiit Harrlgdn or
nabody, ’ E v

“The Bunshine of Phradiss Alley" left my mind absalutely
blank, I eannot' recall one eharactér [n 1t spithout kn effort.
Spnshine herself had fo siving grace, and the varlons tonghe
worn slmply old types revamped, and vevamped vers badly.
© Whe peason, though dend, has nat yot heen gathorpd to lts
Torefsthers. Irving says forewell on) Feiday night, pnd  Spral
Thentri on the ensulsj s




